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all about spies. How could you take me for one, sir?"
"Why shouldn't I?" Sweeper snorted
The boy looked up at him with clear eyes There was just a sparkle of teasing in their depths.
"I know a spy when I see one/' he said Then, frightened by his own temerity, he rattled on "Why, Ive helped here already in mending the breaches in the barricade and I have talked to you, too, Lieutenant, and you never said a word. Before the Uprising I used to paste things on the walls, and distribute the Underground papers. You can use rne, I know "
I ducked to avoid a shot from across the street just as I asked the lad a question He answered, and his philosophy seemed peculiarly wholesome- "Let the Allied planes come over> and things will change. We just got to wait and to
"How old are you?'*
"Sixteen I finished school and was to be a carpenter's apprentice My father's a carpenter But the Uprising broke out and there was no tune.**
Now the enemy planes came overhead, and we dropped all idle talk First we heard the evil growl, then, the bursts of explosions. Unceasingly from then on continued the roar of bombardment mixed with the dull heavy groans of gutted earth The barking of Putkowski's machine gun reached us feebly at times; It would stop and then pick up its song again.
*Aneri," Scholar's voice was quivering with some emotion I could aot understand, "Please, go down to the cellar. You are not needed here now and it's dangerous for you to be here "
The ideaP I scoffed. "Are you going to give me a hot water botSe and tuck me in bed, too? What's the matter with you, Scholar? Do you thiofc I Ve never been in a tight spot before?"